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" It was two to two now, and the enemy tanks
began to close in. I went forward to meet them
when my own engine started missing badly. After
a few more shots I had to signal to the remaining
tank to withdraw, and as I limped off it covered my
retirement.

" We had that action in the bag if it hadn't been
for those breakdowns. And they wouldn't have
occurred if we'd had the time to devote to proper
maintenance. If there's a theme song to this war
it ought to be: ' Machines, machines . . . more
machines. . . / Planes, tanks, guns, armoured cars,
machine guns, tommy guns ... all of them."

" Yes, there's no mystery about that/' agreed the
subaltern. " What puzzles me is the utter collapse
of the French. I can't understand that."

" You're in some damn fine company/' chuckled
the Major.

" I had a spot of leave in April," continued the
subaltern. " I'd just done a spell in the Maginot Line.
I came home and told everybody I met what wonderful
fellows the French were. Tails up ... unbeatable
. . , and all that sort of thing. And I believed it
myself. I blush now to think of it. Who could have
guessed they were rotten to the core ? . . . It'll never
surprise me now to see them out of the war, like the
Belgians. Talk about muddle and inefficiency . . ."

" To say nothing of treachery," added the Major.

" You couldn't distinguish which was which/'
asserted the subaltern. " They talk about a Fifth
Column. It was more like an Army Corps. And
that makes rne think you can't dismiss this war en-
tirely as a war of machines. I might have thought
so myself if I hadn't come back through Ypres. That
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